ABOVE, three hundred feet of sheer rock-wall,
Festooned with a feathery network of fern,
And moist with the silvery rain from a hundred springs.

Beneath, the deep still green of the water,
Unfathomed, dark-shadowed,
Divinely cool.

The ramparts, here where we swim, but six feet sundered:
And on high but a narrow ribbon of fervent light
To  show where the midsummer noonday sears and
blinds.

Behind and before, nought to be seen but the curving

walls of the cleft,

And the dreamy waters winding into the shadows:
Nought to be heard but the myriad drip from the walls.

Slowly we breast the water,

Despatching far in advance, a lazy ripple,

That gently caresses the fern-fronds on either side.

CLEAR is the dawn upon the mountains;
Far below, in the rnist-shrouded valley.
An eagle, slow-circling alone in effortless flight,
Steadily cleaves his way with majestic power,
Through the blue, empty air.